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Chapter One 


Richie was about to take the risk of his life, and he wasn't excited about it, at all. 


Well, okay, maybe he was excited. But just like five percent excited. The rest of him was nervous sick and he 
was moving constantly because staying still seemed beyond his body's capabilities at this point. Richie wanted 


to drink something to take the edge off, but he didn't want to get drunk. 


Tapping his foot on the ground, Richie watched as the band on stage began to dismantle their equipment. It was 
going to be a big risk, demanding a spot in the band, especially since he was already in a band. But it was 
Ronnie's fault for even bringing Richie's attention to the band in the first place, anyways. 


Richie had been perfectly content in the band that he was in currently. But of course Ronnie had been at the 

bar and he'd heard the band playing, and then he had told Richie all about it when he'd returned, and of course 
Richie had wanted to check the band out, see what the new meat was..and maybe ask to be their guitarist, he 
hated having to ditch the band he was in like that, but they were going nowhere with their current singer and 


Richie saw talent in the band, he saw raw talent and utter determination to make it. 


The fact that this band had a better singer and better instrumentalists in general also helped endear them to 


Richie. So here he was, leaning against the bar with his guitar case at his feet, waiting patiently for at least 
one of them to walk off of the stage, but they were taking their sweet time trying to pack the instruments 
back up, and Richie glanced at the clock, it was getting really late. 


Not that Richie had anywhere to be. But he did want to get home soon. He rapped his fingers against the bar 
and watched as, finally, the bassist walked down from the stage and walked toward the door. The bassist leaned 
against the countertop, eyes squinted slightly. "Beer. Please." He said, his voice barely audible. 


The bartender obliged, and Richie looked back at the stage. Nobody else had come down yet and he was getting 
antsy, so he bent down and retrieved his case, lifting it over his shoulder and walking over, trying his best not 
to seem overtly eager but needing this chance. Richie didn't want to be in the same band forever, didn't want 


to be burdened by their..luck of success, he could say. 


But deep down, Richie wanted to say that it was the lack of talent that burdened him and made him want to 
leave. The bassist glanced over, briefly, under the loose curls that were dangling from his forehead, and then 


he pushed himself off from the counter and crossed his arms. "What's up with you?" He asked. 


Richie came to a stop a few feet away, wondering what the problem was at the same time that the bassist 
seemed to be thinking the same thing. "Nothin. Just interested if there's a spot open in the band for a 
guitarist" Richie replied, carefully speaking for fear of offending the stand-offish bassist. Richie didn't want to 


offend the basket and make an enemy just five seconds after meeting. 


And then the bassist grinned. "Ah, no problem, man. You were just staring at us pretty hard back there." He 
replied, taking the offered bottle from the bartender. 


Oh, God, Richie hadn't realized that he had been so obvious. Richie felt his face go hot and he cleared his 
throat, looking down at the floor to gather himself again, feeling embarrassed and a little indignant. "Sorry, | 
was just.. like your guys’ music, you guys are really talented." Richie said, and then he extended his hand out 
awkwardly. "Sorry. My name is Richie Sambora. I'm a guitarist” He added. 


The bassist practically thrust his hand out. "Alec John Such. I'm the bassist." And then Alec raised his hand in 
the air and gestured at someone to come over. Richie looked over and watched as the singer looked up, 
confused. Alec gestured in the air again, this time a little more urgently. "Come over, here, Jon, | got someone | 


think you would like to meet!" Alec must've been drunk, Richie realized. 

After all, no sane nor sober person would be yelling like that in a bar. Richie fought back a smile. Alec turned 
back. Richie lost his fight and grinned. "So, is that a ‘yes’ on the open position thing?" He asked, despite himself. 
Richie had promised himself that he wouldn't be this desperate, but that was now broken, 


‘Our guitarist isn’t really, y'know, into us." Alec shrugged. 


Richie frowned. "Why not?" He asked, hoping to slowly edge himself into it. 


"He just isn't.well” Alec looked away and shrugged, raising his hand to scratch at his goatee thoughtfully. "Sabo 
doesn't really fit us." Alec said. 


But that still didn't explain everything. Richie felt like there was something going on that he didnt know about, 
which was obviously true. He didn't know any of these guys, barely knew the bassist. But then the singer 
finally ambled over, looking more than a little weary, his nose scrunched slightly, and Richie wasn't able to quite 
get the words out before Alec grabbed Jon's arm and urged him over silently. "This is Richie, he's interested 


in being our guitarist." Alec said. 

Jon just looked even more weary at that. "We have a guitarist” He replied. 

Startled, Richie felt like he was getting mixed signals, and he was beginning to grow worried about it. "Well, you 
know." He said. "I just think you guys are a great band and you could do with a better guitarist." Richie hoped 
to come off as casual and nonchalant as possible, but he couldn't swing it. 


"C'mon, Jon..." Alec urged quietly. 


Jon, however, remained impassive. "Sabo has been looking for different work, but he is still in the band." He 


replied, sticking his hands into his pockets. 

"It doesn't have to be immediate." Richie said hurriedly. "Just an option, for when your guitarist decides to find 
someore else." Richie hoped that he would get a positive response, he really felt like he was already fighting a 

losing battle. 

"Man, Sabo doesn't even like anyone in the band except you." Alec said. 

"That's not true." Jon didn't sound so convinced otherwise, though. He sighed heavily and his shoulders slumped. 
"| guess, | dunno. You ever been in another band before?" He asked, turning his gaze to Richie, who felt like he 


was being put on the spot by such a simple, easy question. 


"Yeah. I'm in one right now, actually." Richie replied. "But I'm not attached to them, they're not a real..talented 
bunch, if you get what l'm saying." He added. 


Jon sighed. "Yeah. Alright, if you write down your number, I'll give you a call" It was as closest to an 
agreement as Richie felt he would get, and his heart jumped happily at the response. He grabbed a napkin from 
the bar and a pen from his pocket, and hurriedly jot down his number on the weak fabric, tearing it slightly. 


"Thanks, man. Thank you." Richie said as he handed the napkin over. 


"Well, thanks for approaching us." Alec said as Jon tucked the napkin into his jacket pocket. "We're definitely 
gonna think about it" He said. 


"Mmm" Jon hummed, and he looked up. Their eyes met, and Richie felt his heart jolt but didn't know why, a 


temporary reaction to the electricity that seemed to pulse through Jon's eyes. "Nice meetin’ you, Rich. You're 
the top of the list, alright?" He said, and his voice was blank, impossible to tell the truth from. 


"Because I'm so charming?" Richie joked, smiling awkwardly. 


"Because you're the first who has approached us." Jon replied, glancing over at the stage before walking back 
over without a goodbye. 


Richie watched him leave, feeling strangely enamoured, and then he tuned back to Alec, who shrugged, but his 
face was uneasy despite the casual gesture. "Don't worry, Jon don't scratch, he just hisses. I'll give you a call, 


alright? See you later, man" He waved and then turned to follow after the other man 


The experience had been.strange, to say the least. Richie frowned, only then realizing that he hadn't gotten 
their number back, but deciding that Alec seemed trustworthy enough to keep his promise. But Jon didn't 
seem to quick to be endeared, and Richie felt oddly drawn to the other man, despite less than ten words being 
spoken between them during their meeting. 


Oh, well. At least Richie had managed to technically get what he'd stayed for, anyways, so he turned and head 
out. He needed to get home, take a shower, hopefully, maybe watch some late-night television before turning in 


for the night. 


It was a cold, lonely night. Richie had taken a cab to the bar because his old, dinky little car had broken down 

and left him stranded, and now he was taking another cab, he just needed to find one. The parking lot was full 

of cars, and he weaved around them to get to the crowded street. Richie was glad that he'd gotten what he'd 
hoped for, but he was a little anxious about if he would actually get a call. Richie supposed he needed to have 
Faith for it, though. 


Richie got to the sidewalk and examined the cars, no cabs. Just his fucking luck 


With a sigh, Richie wrapped his arms around his torso and tried to figure out his next course of action Maybe 
he could lose a quarter in exchange for just calling his parents to come pick him up. Richie frowned as he 
thought about it, his parents would come, without a doubt, but they were asleep already. Richie didn't want to 


inconvenience them like that just for a ride. 


"Why won't you get help?" A man suddenly said, breaking the silence that had fallen over the night sky. Richie 
turned spring sharply, scanning the area for anybody and everybody, not exactly wanting to get mugged out 


here. 
But it was a kid, younger than Richie was, at least. He was dressed in a baggy leather jacket and had bangs 
covering the entire one half of his face. The kid was gesticulating widely, hands waving in the hair. "You need 


help, Jonny. You need help and you need to get the fuck away from them." The kid said. 


Jonny? Richie looked a few feet away from the kid and saw another person, and he immediately recognized the 


other person as being Jon, the singer, standing with his arms crosses and a weary look on his face. "lim fine." 


He said. 


The kid scoffed. "You're not fine! | can see behind your mask, man We can help you, Tico and Dave and Alec 
and |. Your parents can help you. But you need tat get away from them..or we will tell your parents." The kid 
added. 


Jon recoiled. "No..you wouldn't" He whispered. 

"I will. | can't stand this anymore, man" The kid replied softly. "| can't stand your bruises, God, you're changing. 
You were such a firecracker, man Now I'm afraid that you'll break if | touch you. I'm here for you..but I'm not 
afraid to tell your parents about this to get you some help." The kid said. 

A cab pulled up to the curb and sat there. Richie watched as Jon hung his head, hands limp at his sides, and 
then decided that this wasn't none of his business and he hurried to the van, opening the door and ducking 


inside. 


It wasn't his business, Richie told himself, but he couldn't stop thinking about it. 


Chapter Two 


Richie couldn't stop thinking about it for two days. 


It was always on his mind, at the back of it, and it crept up to remind him of what he had heard that night at 
the worst of times. Richie played his guitar and practiced with the band that he wanted to leave (out of 
necessity, he told himself firmly) and spent time with his parents, who were beginning to grow forlorn as they 


realized that their only child was ready to move out. 


Richie hadn't meant for it to spill out during dinner, but he was twenty-one years old and, by all means, an 
adult. Richie loved his parents, and he appreciated everything that they'd done for him, but he just needed his 
space, and the only way that he would get that would be to move out and find an apartment. 


His parents had encouraged him, of course.Richie hadn't expected anything otherwise from them, but the 
heartbreak in his mother's voice was evident. When he left, there would be no kid for his mother to dote over 
and nobody for his father to talk about sports with. It would be a big adjustment for all of them. But it wasn't 


like Richie was moving out tomorrow, he didn't even have a real job. 


There had been no phone call, as of yet. Richie half-feared that Alec had discarded his number as soon as he'd 
gotten home, but Alec had seemed genuinely interested, and Richie was hopeful, at least partially, that there 
would be a call, that he would get into this band. Richie supposed he could just start his own band, but he 


wasn't meant to a leader, he was the right-hand man 


Richie wondered if Alec had called when he wasn't home and one of his parents, obviously knowing nothing 
about the bassist, had hung up. Richie had begged his parents to always make sure that it wasn't Alec before 
they hung up, but he wasn't sure how good they had listened, or even if they had remembered it at all. The 
idea of not getting into the band simply because of bad luck was, somehow, even worse than Alec just tossing 


the number into the trash. 


‘lm gonna go take a walk" Richie suddenly said, getting up from the couch. He needed fresh air to think, or 
maybe he hoped that he would stumble across Alec or another member of the band. Sayreville wasn't exactly 
a huge place. Richie needed some dorr of validation to ensure that he wasn't about to lose his head over nog 
being called by a band, like a teenage girl who wanted a call back from her crush but didn't want to seem 


needy and scare him away. 


Slowly, Mr. Sambora looked up. He had been reading his newspaper and grumbling for the last few minutes in 
displeasure over, well, something. "Are you feeling alright? You always take the car whenever you want to go 
somewhere.’ It was a strange thing to get hung up about, but Mr. Sambora was obsessed with the minor 
details, with the crease in the rug and smear on the mirror. 


Richie nodded. "Yeah. Just need some fresh air." It wasn't a lie, anyways. Richie walked over to the door and 


began to pull his jacket on Richie pondered his next words for a minute. "Remember, if a guy named Alec calls, 


please, please, don't hang up on him. It's important. Okay?" Richie said. 


"Is it for the new band?" Mrs. Sambora was absorbed in her crocheting, bent over her needles like it would 


mean the world ending if she messed up. 


"Yup." Richie unlocked the door, and then he paused. "Okay, if any guy calls about a band, don't hang up, okay?" 
Richie couldn't believe that he hadn't thought of anybody except Alec calling, but it seemed so obvious now. 


"We won't." Mr. Sambora replied. "Can you stop by the store? We need milk" He flipped the page of his 
newspaper, the paper rustling quietly, but Mr. Sambora was peering over the top, his dark eyes keen behind 
his eyeglasses. 


"Sure." Richie agreed. "I'll be back in like an hour." He said, opening the door. 
"Stay safe, hon" Mrs. Sambora said right as the door shut. 


Richie didn't know where he was going to go. He supposed that just walking back and from the store would 
suffice, but he just needed some time alone, to think, to wonder what the next steps in his life were going to 


be. 


The air was pleasantly cool. Mrs. Jameson was watering her plants, a brimmed hat nestled over her greying 
blonde hair, looking at peace, like nothing in the world could bother her in that moment. Richie bit back a 
greeting and left the old woman to it, walking down the steps and onto the sidewalk, sticking his hands into his 
pockets as he began to stride down the street. 


It was a nice day out. There were a few fat clouds hovering in the sky, partially obscuring the sun that was 
peering down from the sea of blue. Richie saw a couple making out on the bench, and tried to remember the 
last time he had kissed someone, and he remembered that it had been with Loren, some girl who worked at 


the record store that Richie went to somerimed. 


Loren was pretty, and she was smart and liked the same kind of music that Richie did, but she just wasn't the 
sort of girl who Richie wanted to spend hours at a time with, because Loren was perfect when Richie needed 
to talk about how great Twist And Shout was, but they just didn't connect on any higher level than just being 


friends, which Richie could appreciate, just not in that moment. 


But, then again, Richie had his whole life to figure out what he was going to do and who he wanted to spend 
the rest of his life with. It was stupid to think about all that shit now, anyways. Richie had found himself 
outsude of his neighborhood and walking toward the record store, because that was the only place that 


sounded appealing in that moment to be in for him. 


There was a lot of people out. Walking, talking. Richie ambled along and quickly crossed the street, from the 
park and to the record store that was nestled between a deli shop and a baby supplies store. Richie paused, 


feeling another man's shoulder brush up against his own as he came to a stop so he could look at the records 


that were on the display in the window. 


Richie examined the albums that were propped up in there. Strange Days, and then there was Waiting For The 
Sun. Beside that was Houses Of The Holy, and then there was Toys In The Attic. Richie approved of the choices, 
although he had hoped there was a more The Beatles collection He was a Ringo guy. Richie opened the door and 
walked inside of the building, hearing the bell jingle. 


There were rows and rows of vinyls in a line, ranging from Jazz to Rock to Indie to anything that Richie could 
think of. He examined them as he walked past, looking at the covers as he went by. Loren was resting with her 
elbows on the counter, her long dark hair dangling down her shoulders, a small strand of hair tangled in a loose 


braid that was beginning to unwind as more time passed. 


"Hey, Rich." Loren said, pausing from her occasional gum smacking. She had gotten a new piercing, Richie noticed. 
"Haven't seen you around in awhile’ Loren left the remark open for further interpretation as she tossed her 


hair from her face, looking as casual and nonchalant as anybody could. 


"Yeah. |, uh, didn't have much money for records." Richie replied, ambling over with his hands inside of his 


pockets. "Any new shipments?" He asked. 
Loren shook her head, sending the miniature bread flying. "Nope." Loren replied. 


"Damn. I'm bored with the same old shit." Richie sighed, exasperated, looking around the tiny, cozy little shop 


with interest. He needed something new, not the same crap that had been circulating around. 
"Tell me ‘bout it” Loren agreed boredly, propping her head with her hand. 


The shop was mostly empty, just a little kid being dragged around by his older brother in the Death Metal 
section and an older woman in the Jazz section, wandering around idly. Richie wondered when people had stopped 


caring for music, when they stopped actually caring what was pumped out. 


Near the Rock section was a familiar face or two. Richie didn't recognize them at first, which could be blamed 
on his eagerness the other night, but as he stood there beside Loren, who was twirling a strand of hair and 
swishing her hips in tune to the song playing over the speakers, sending the hem of her long, glittery skirt 
dancing across the floor, but then it dawned on him. 


It was Jon and the keyboardist. Richie didn't know the other guy's name, hadn't bothered and never had been 
given the chance. But Jon was immediately recognizable by his poodle-sized hair and the keyboardist had the 
same old grin on his face as they inspected one of the records with matching weary gazes in their eyes, as if 


they both knew where they would end up. 


Richie blinked, he hadn't expected to see them. Maybe Alec, sure, or the drummer, or, Hell, even the guitarist, 
but these two hadn't been expected. The keyboardist said something that was too faint to be heard and Jon 


looked over his shoulder at the other man and smiled, looking somewhat incredulous. Richie considered walking 


over and saying something, but he didn't. 


The idea of going over there seemed a little..odd. Richie couldn't put his finger on it exactly, but he didn't want 
to freak them out with his eagerness. Loren leaned over the counter even more. "Who're they?" She asked, 


always so curious, her big brown eyes making her look like a little curious puppy. 


"Hm?" Richie hummed, startled from his thoughts. "Oh. They're just some guys from a band that I've been 
interested in" Richie replied, watching as Jon thumbed through a deck of records, but he didn't seem to really 
be paying attention to them, his eyes glazing over the covers. The keyboardist was still holding the record and 


was examining it closely with interest. 
Loren raised her eyebrows. "Then why aren't you gonna go talk to them, then?" 


‘Oh, well" Richie shrugged, looking awkwardly away. "| don't wanna seem so eager like that, y'know? | don't wanna 


come across as too.into them." He replied. 
"They're part of a band, not your boyfriends." Loren laughed. 


"Oh, ha-ha. You're hilarious." Richie rolled his eyes, shaking his head as he turned back away and looked at the 


two other men, both of whom seemed so far away. 


Richie thought, once more, about the conversation that he'd overhead a few nights previous, and he frowned 
deeply. He didn't want to poke his nose into a business that wasn't his, he had been raised better than that, 
but Richie couldn't help but feel a little confused and more than a little worried about what he had overheard 
that night, but he knew that there was no reason for him to be so concerned about such a thing, it didn't 


involve him. 


But when Jon turned his head, and their eyes met, and a flash of panic went through Jon's eyes, Richie 


wondered if that was true or not. 


